JifN  the  wildest  part  of  Russia,  centuries  ago,  there  lived  a  very 
happy  family,  although  they  were  certainly  very  poor.  Their 
life,  too,  was  a  hard  one,  amidst  the  vast  regions  of  snow, 
in  a  land  where  the  summer  was  only  about  two  months  long  and 
the  rest  of  the  year  cold  and  dreary. 

Many  Fairies  and  Giants  lived  in  the  days  that  I  am  writing  of, 
and  one  of  these  Giants  was  the  cause  of  the  only  unhappiness 
which  disturbed  the  family.  His.  name  was  Meegrums.  Very 
horrible  and  terrible  was  he,  and,  having  a  spite  against  the  father 
of  the  family,  he,  in  an  invisible  form,  came  suddenly  like  a  dark 
shadow  on  the  little  home. 

How  he  came  into  these  parts  no  one  was  able  to  tell.  Some 
say  that  his  father  was  the  north  wind,  some  that  his  mother  was  a 
polar  bear;  others  say  that  before  he  became  changed  into  a  Giant, 
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he  had  been  a  shark  and  some  sailors,  having  killed  him  and  eaten 
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his  fins,  he  became  changed  into  a  Giant.  Vowing  vengeance  on 
the  human  race  he  persecuted  them,  especially  after  they  had  eaten 
anything,  for  it  was  then  he  remembered  the  loss  of  his  fins  when 
he  was  a  shark;  so  that,  in  order  to  escape  his  notice,  people,  when 
they  could,  used  to  eat  cautiously  and  slowly. 

At  the  time  about  which  I  write,  he  was  attacking  all  the 
family  with  unusual  cruelty.  Now  the  youngest  son,  whose  name 
was  Harold,  was  a  fine,  unselfish  young  fellow.  No  braver  hunts¬ 
man  than  he  lived  in  those  parts,  and  for  a  long  while  he  had  been 
wondering  by  what  means  he  could  relieve  his  parents  from  their 
dread  enemy.  He  heard  that  there  was  only  one  thing  that  would 
conquer  the  Giant,  and  that  was  the  fume  of  a  certain  plant  which 
grew  many  hundreds  of  miles  away,  and  could  be  reached  only  after 
a  long  and  perilous  journey.  There  was  a  report  that  the  people 
who  lived  in  that  far  away  land  were  a  very  happy  and  contented 
people,  and  did  not  suffer  half  the  complaints  that  others  did,  for 
when  they  used  the  magic  herb  everything  seemed  bright.  At  last 
Harold  determined  to  start  and  reach  the  country  where  the  herb 
grew,  and  it  was  with  many  anxious  tears  that  the  family  at  last 
consented  to  his  starting.  With  his  pack  on  his  back  and  a  sword 
which  the  good  Fairy  of  the  family  had  given  him,  he  started  off  in 
the  early  summer. 

After  some  few  days  travelling  he  had  to  cross  the  wild  Ural 
Mountains,  and  here  his  chief  adventures  began.  Wild  and  deso¬ 
late  was  the  journey  now;  few  and  far  between  were  the,  huge 
granite  houses  where  Giants  lived ;  while  fierce  banditti  haunted  the 
rocky  caverns.  On  the  first  night,  overcome  with  the  fatigue' of  a 
long  march,  he  knocked  at  the  door  of  an  enormous  stone  Castle. 
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As  he  did  so  the  huge  watch  dogs  barked,  making  the  mountains 
echo  and  re-echo,  as  if  to  say,  “  Who  dares  to  disturb  the  Lord  of  the 
Urals.”  Trembling  from  head  to  foot,  Harold  at  last  heard  someone 
undoing  the  massive  iron  bolts,  and,  to  his  horror,  an  enormous  ape 
opened  the  door  and,  in  a  voice  which  seemed  to  come  up  from  some 
cavern,  asked  him  what  he  wanted.  Scarce  able  to  speak,  he  craved 
a  night’s  lodging. 

“  Who  is  there  ?  ”  roared  a  voice  as  loud  as  the  blasting  of  a 
quarry,  and  which  shook  the  suits  of  armour  and  made  them  clash 
in  the  vast  hall. 

“  A  foreigner  asking  a  night’s  shelter,”  answered  the  ape, 

“Bring  him  in,”  shouted  the  Giant,  thinking  that  Harold  would 
make  a  nice  change  for  supper.  Harold  tremblingly  followed  the 
ape  to  where  the  Giant  was  sitting,  basting  an  ox  before  a  huge  fire. 
He  was  dressed  in  a  pair  of  red  knickerbockers,  which  were  as  big 
as  hop  pockets,  and  a  shirt  that  would  have  furnished  the  sail  of  a 
whaling  vessel,  the  buttons  of  which  were  as  big  as  cartwheels; 
his  eyes  were  the  colour  of  and  as  big  round  as  a  soda  water  bottle. 
Harold,  brave  as  he  was,  nearly  fainted  away  at  sight  of  this  terrible 
looking  monster,  but  the  savory  smell  of  the  beef  that  was  roasting 
revived  him.  The  Giant  was  evidently  in  a  good  temper  and  in¬ 
vited  him  to  stay  the  night  and  have  some  supper  with  him,  the  ape 
meanwhile  bringing  in  some  loaves  of  bread  about  the  size  of  a 
clothes  basket.  The  beef  being  now  done  the  Giant  slashed  a 
shoulder  off  the  ox  and  began  gnawing  it,  while  the  ape  cut  some 
off  for  Harold  who,  although  very  frightened,  ate  it  heartily,  being 
well-nigh  famished.  Every  now  and  then  he  jumped  nearly  off  his 
seat  at  the  noise  of  the  Giant  smacking  his  lips,  ten  times  more 
loudly  than  a  carter  cracking  his  whip.  Having  finished  his  meal  the 
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monster  siezed  a  pike  which  was  lying  near  and  picked  his  teeth  with 
it,  and  then  dropped  off  into  a  heavy  slumber,  snoring  every  now 
and  then  as  loud  as  the  snow  sounds  when  it  rolls  down  the  moun¬ 
tains,  melted  by  the  sun  in  early  spring.  The  ape,  coming  down 
and  finding  his  master  asleep,  conducted  Harold  to  a  chamber  which 
lay  by  itself  in  a  solitary  wing  of  the  Castle.  The  room  contained 
everything  that  a  tired  traveller  could  wish  for,  but,  wearied  though 
he  was,  his  nerves  were  so  on  the  stretch  that  he  was  not  inclined  to 
sleep ;  moreover,  the  fear  of  being  killed  while  he  slept  far  from  all 
help  made  him  watchful  to  see  if  there  was  any  chance  of  escape. 
Meanwhile  he  could  hear  the  heavy  breathing  of  the  Giant,  which 
made  the  windows  of  the  room  vibrate.  At  length  he  heard  the 
Giant  rouse  himself  and  tell  the  ape  that  he  would  have  mulled  ale 
and  the  boy  on  toast !  !  !  Horror-struck  at  the  horrible  fate  which 
awaited  him,  Harold  looked  fearfully  round  to  try  some  means  of 
escape,  but  no  chance  of  it  was  to  be  seen  anywhere.  Heavy,  thick 
bars  guarded  the  stone-framed  windows,  and  it  was  impossible  to 
cross  the  great  hall  and  unbar  the  bolts  of  the  front  door  without 
being  heard.  He  decided  to  wait  till  the  ape  and  Giant  were  asleep 
and  then  endeavour  to  kill  the  Giant,  or  at  any  rate  sell  his  life  dearly. 
Remembering  that  his  Fairy  Godmother  had  told  him  that  the 
sword  she  had  given  him  would  always  be  a  help  to  him  in  any  time 
of  danger,  he  after  sometime  made  his  way  across  the  lonely  stone 
passage  and  reached  the  other  wing  of  the  Castle,  where,  stretched 
across  an  enormous  bed,  lay  the  Giant  snoring  and  talking  in  the  deep 
sleep  into  which  he  had  fallen.  Collecting  all  his  strength  and  courage, 
he  went  up  to  the  monster,  who  was  dreaming  that  he  was  giving 
the  ape  instructions  how  Harold  was  to  be  cooked,  and  raising  his 
sword  he  cut  through  the  rough  hair  of  the  Giant’s  throat,  which 
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was  as  stubbly  as  a  furze  bush,  and  severed  his  head  from  his  body. 
Harold,  having  now  nothing  more  to  fear,  returned  to  his  room, 
locked  the  door  and  fell  into  a  long  slumber.  Awaking  next 
morning  greatly  refreshed,  he  found  the  ape  preparing  the  breakfast 
which  Harold  was  intended  to  supply,  and  told  the  ape*  that  their 
fiendish  plot  of  killing  and  eating  a  poor  wayfaring  traveller,  who 
had  trusted  to  their  hospitality,  had  been  thwarted,  for  that  the 
Giant,  his  master,  was  slain.  The  ape,  seeing  that  his  master  was 
dead,  fell  down  on  his  knees  and  begged  for  mercy,  saying  that  a 
wicked  Fairy  had  enchanted  him  from  a  man  into  an  ape  and  he  had 
been  compelled  to  serve  the  Giant.  He  then  gave  Harold  a  bag  of 
gold,  which  had  belonged  to  an  unfortunate  traveller  some  months 
ago,  and  bade  him  depart  before  the  wicked  Fairy  appeared  who 
had  enchanted  him,  as  she  would  endeavour  to  avenge  the  Giant’s 
death.  Harold,  having  spared  the  ape’s  life,  proceeded  on  his 
journey,  but  not  before  he  had  made  a  good  breakfast  off  roast  beef 
and  sack,  by  which  he  was  much  refreshed  and  encouraged. 

Nothing  occurred  of  any  conequence  for  some  days,  as  he 
stopped  at  some  very  comfortable  inns  at  night.  At  length  he  found 
himself  in  some  very  wild  regions  through  which  he  must  journey, 
and  where  fierce  banditti  infested  the  lonely  mountain  tracks.  Be¬ 
fore  he  had  journeyed  far,  six  robbers,  dressed  in  goatskins,  fur 
caps,  and  leathern  gaiters,  and  armed  to  the  teeth,  made  him  their 
prisoner  before  he  had  time  to  draw  his  trusty  sword.  Taking  all 
the  money  he  had  on  him,  they  blindfolded  him  and  led  him  to  a 
large  cave  in  the  very  heart  of  the  mountains,  where  they  and 
the  rest  of  the  tribe  of  robbers  lived.  Here  they  thrust  him  into 
a  dungeon  and,  putting  some  water  and  food  there,  left  him, 
intending  to  consult  together  as  to  how  they  should  deal  with  him ; 
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but  here  again  his  sword  rescued  him,  for  although  they  had  taken 
it  from  him  from  the  first,  it  had  the  virtue  of  returning  to  its  owner, 
and  before  he  had  been  long  in  captivity  he  found  it  lying  beside 
him.  Immediately  striking  the  door  of  his  prison  he  opened  it,  and 
found  himself  in  the  clear  moonlight,  the  fierce  robbers  lying  asleep 
in  groups,  while  heaps  of  gold,  precious  stones,  and  treasure  of  all 
kinds  lay  in  heaps  round  about  the  compartment.  Having  secured 
as  much  gold  as  he  could  conveniently  carry,  he  once  more  pro¬ 
ceeded  on  his  journey,  and  before  many  days  had  passed  he  found 
himself  on  the  confines  of  the  country  of  the  Tobacco  King.  Here 
he  saw  the  wonderful  plant,  which  filled  the  air  with  its  fragrance, 
as  gorgeous  insects  of  every  hue  and  form  flitted  over  the  flowers 
and  sipped  the  luscious  honey  in  the  citadels  of  the  sweet  tobacco 
blossom.  The  inhabitants  of  the  country  were  kindly  disposed  and 
nothing  seemed  to  ail  them  or  disturb  the  content  which  reigned 
everywhere.  But  Harold,  quite  overcome  with  delight  as  he  gazed 
on  the  much  longed-for  herb,  seemed  as  if  in  a  delicious  dream; 
everything  seemed  too  beautiful  to  be  real.  At  another  part  he  saw 
the  peasants  gathering  the  sweet-scented  leaves  as  they  lay  ripening 
in  the  golden  sunlight.  To  possess  some  of  the  precious  plant  was 
now  his  great  desire.  On  asking  how  he  might  become  possessed  of 
some,  they  told  him  that  the  King  would  only  give  some  of  the  pre¬ 
cious  production  of  his  country  to  foreigners  on  certain  conditions, 
and  in  order  to  procure  it  Harold  would  have  to  be  introduced  to 
the  Tobacco  King.  After  some  few  days’  delay,  he  at  last  obtained 
an  audience  with  the  King.  Now  the  King  was  as  black  as  ebony 
in  complexion  and  his  hair  as  white  as  silver ;  he  was  dressed  in  the 
most  gorgeous  Oriental  robes  and  lay  reclining  on  an  ivory  throne, 
smoking  from  a  long  jewelled  pipe  his  favourite  tobacco.  As 
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Harold  was  brought  into  his  presence  the  King  looked  keenly  at  him 
with  his  bright  dark  eyes. 

“  Where  have  you  come  from  and  what  is  your  country,  O 
stranger  ?  ”  said  he. 

“  I  have  come  from  far-off  Russia,  the  land  of  the  Giant 
Meegrums,”  answered  Harold. 

“I  cannot  believe,”  said  the  King,  “that  thou,  who  art  but  a 
stripling,  could  have  come  from  a  land  so  far  away ;  thou  art  some 
rascal  sent  from  some  neighbouring  country  to  try  and  steal  my 
plant,  and  to  learn  the  secret  of  its  culture,  for,”  said  he,  “  it  is 
impossible  for  a  youth  like  you  to  have  crossed  the  Lands  of  the 
Giants  and  the  Mountains  of  the  Robbers.” 

Harold,  thereupon,  showed  him  the  lock  of  hair  he  had  taken  from 
the  Giant’s  head  whom  he  had  killed,  and  which  he  had  always  kept 
hidden  at  his  breast,  and  recounted  all  his  perilous  adventures  to  the 
King.  On  hearing  of  them  and  seeing  the  lock  of  hair,  he  and  his 
courtiers  could  not  contain  their  feelings  of  delight  and  admiration 
at  the  brave  young  stranger,  who  had  undergone  so  much  for  his 
father’s  sake.  The  King  commanded  a  guard  to  be  prepared  to 
escort  Harold  back  and  a  large  bag  of  rupees  to  be  given  him,  also 
a  good  supply  of  tobacco ;  nor  did  they  leave  him  till  he  had  reached 
the  borders  of  his  far-off  home. 

Now  when  he  reached  his  house  after  so  long  an  absence, 
nothing  could  exceed  the  joy  of  the  meeting,  especially  when, 
having  undone  his  wallet,  he  placed  into  his  father’s  hands  the 
precious  herb  which,  being  smoked,  immediately  cured  him  of  all 
complaint.  But  little  Otho,  Harold’s  youngest  brother,  in  a  naughty 
fit  of  curiosity  smoked  some  of  the  tobacco  through  a  little  toy 
trumpet.  To  the  little  fellow’s  terror  and  the  horror  of  the  family, 
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a  huge  Giant,  named  Nausea,  arose  out  of  the  smoke,  turning  little 
Otho  sick  and  giddy;  and  had  not  his  good  mother  snatched  the 
trumpet  from  him  he  would  never  have  grown  again,  but  have  been 
a  little  dwarf  for  ever,  because  the  herb  of  the  Tobacco  King, 
although  it  is  very  useful  to  grown  up  people,  is  poison  to  all  young 
folk.  Harold  and  his  family  lived  happy  and  prosperous  lives  and 
never  were  without  the  herb,  for  the  Tobacco  King  sent  them  a 
supply  of  it  every  year,  and  when  Harold  saw  the  happiness  of  his 
family  and  neighbours  he  had  the  gladness  of  knowing  that  it  was 
brought  about  by  means  of  his  affectionate  devotion  and  bravery. 
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